212	MEMOIRS  OF  RACHEL.
The first act passes in the apartment of the Princess de
Bouillon, who is entertained while at her toilet with the gos-
sip of the day brought to levee by a petit abbe. The rivalry
between the two great actresses, Mademoiselle Lecouvreur and
Mademoiselle Duclos, the patronage of the latter by the prin-
cess herself, much, as the abbe remarks, to the surprise of the
world of fashion, to whom the intimacy of the prince with
Mademoiselle Duclos, his gifts of diamonds, a petite maison,
&c.} are well known—all these items are communicated to the
high-born lady, who replies that all this is old news, and that,
to have a better hold on her faithless spouse, she lias out-gen-
eraled him, won over his mistress to her own interests, and is
now informed of his doings before he himself knows his own
intentions.
Other visitors enter, the prince also. The conversation is
still of Mademoiselle Lecouvreur, who is to come and recite a
few scenes at a soiree of the princess; the arrival of ihe'Count
de Saxe, his bravery, his exploits, his failure in his expedition,
&c., are also subjects of discussion, when the hero himself
enters, and is finally left alone with the hostess.
In the drama it is to the princess that the count is faithless.
Hers were the chains that bound him previous to his leaving
Paris on his last expedition. Madame de Bouillon is now tor-
mented by those vague and apparently groundless suspicions
that warn a woman that she has a rivaL Why must she be
left to learn of a stranger his arrival 1 Indeed, this has been,
with the exception of one to the secretary of state and the
cardinal minister, the very first visit he has made. He only
arrived last night. Ah! was it the cardinal or the secretary
of state who presented him with that exquisite bouquet in his
button-hole ? Oh dear, he had quite forgotten : a little flower-
girl at the door of the hotel teased him to buy it of her, and—
* * * * " And you kindly did so to present it to me," inter-
rupted the subtle lady, possessing herself of the flowers, which
the count dares not refuse.
The instinct of Madame de Bouillon has not deceived her.
When he was last in Paris, the noble adventurer had saved
. jfeaa the insults of several gallants flushed with wine the fair
,Ir6wvvreur, on her way home from the theatre.

